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supreme command. (But what would come to
France, if she were ever in grave peril and there
was no Foch or Clemenceau at hand to furnish the
resolve that Petain kcked ?) On the night of these
decisions Mr. Churchill was at Downing Street, and
he breakfasted with Mr. Lloyd George next day.
For now he was living at the very centre of affairs.
He had been sleeping at the Ministry since the Ger-
man break-through ; and the Prime Minister sent for
him to Downing Street early one morning. Lloyd
George was still in bed; the bed was a sea of
papers; and its occupant wished Churchill to go
out and see the French. Before his train left Charing
Cross, he had a word with Henry Wilson. Then he
crossed the Channel in a destroyer, looked in at
G.H.Q., drove on through pouring rain to Paris,
and went to bed after midnight in an empty Ritz.

On the morrow he did Munitions business in
Paris. But early the next morning Clemenceau
was greeting "Mr. Wilson Churchill" in his best
English, and promising to go everywhere and see
everything with him. At Beauvais Foch lectured
them upon the slowly brightening prospects of the
battle with a wall-map, a large pencil, and his in-
imitable pantomime; and when his exposition was
victoriously concluded, Clemenceau advanced upon
him with an ecstatic cry of " Alors, Gintral, tt jaut
gue JB vous embrasse" (The will of France in 1918
was incarnate behind the large moustaches of that ill-
assorted pair.) Their next call was at Rawlinson's
headquarters, where the prevalent emotion found
more restrained expression; but it all ended in
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